JOHN    LANE

and none so disgusting as the story of the fat, be-
whiskered king who murdered Sir Thomas More and
the aged and saintly abbot of Glaston.

I went back to lunch alone; and there came to me the
thought, recorded by Rossetti: "When have I been here
before?" I ordered some cutlets, remembered that I had
been there many times, and then suddenly remembered
that I had been there once significantly. Not in the
years when I was merely walking back to Devon; not in
the late years when I was taking cricketers round the
counties, from Campden to Taunton, on Sundays when
we were "not working5'; but once when I went back to
Devon with a fellow-Devonian, I suppose thirty, but it
might be forty, years older than me.

The men (partly owing to the war which obliterated so
many people who would be now between forty and
sixty) who remember John Lane in his prime are now
probably few. When I was at school I knew his name as
the publisher of the Yellow Book and the Keynotes Series.
I thought of him as a person mixed up with Aubrey
Beardsley and Oscar Wilde: clever, audacious, and
definitely fin-de-siede. The odd thing is that John Lane
simply detested all that.

To lead up to the time when I went to Wells with
John Lane (I providing the car and he the petrol, for he
always arranged things to the uttermost farthing and
would bargain you out of a halfpenny and give you a
champagne and lobster dinner afterwards) I am afraid
that I must go some way back.

(Remember that we are still at Wells: that lovely
cathedral, and that arch, and that close, the competing
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